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Did fome more fober Critick come abroad, 
If Wrone, Ismiu’p; zf RicHT, I Kiss’D THE Rop. 


Pop. Ep. ath. 





TUESDAY, DECEMBER 2. 1739. 





SD Hope the learned Vicar of Grub- 
fireet willexcufe me, ifI leave 
the Rod I defign for him a little 
longer in ffeep, to make room, in 
this Day’s Paper, for a Corre- 
{pondent, who feems to think, 
that it is not enough to give a 
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aD AGS Blow, unlefs ove pur {ues it. He is 
a bold Champion that provokes to the Combat fo 
werful an Enemy, as Mr. Pope. *Tis like rouzing 
the Lyon in his Dez, where he would liave flept, un- 
lefs forcibly awaken’d. Our Critick is fo greedy of 
Prey, that he has not even {pared me, who afford 
him Field to chace his Game in. He won't allow 
me, to apply fome Lines of Horace, mutatis mutan- 
d's, to Mr. Pope, without charging me with applying 
the very Faults and Commendations mention’d in 
the Lines; tho’, in my Imitation, I had changed 
them, and only quoted the Lines becaufe the very 
Manuer of doing a thing, if not ove’s owz, fhould, 
in my Opinion, be acknowledg’d. But Pll not at- 
tack him; he'll have enough to.do, to maintain his 
Ground, when it comes to’be difpured. 


Mr. PROMPTER, Novemb. 29, 1735. 


" [Di not much expect to fee that Letter about 
« & Mr. Pope in your Paper. A laudable Strain of 
® Impartiality, to be a real Admirer of, and yet pub- 
ith a Letter that endeavours to prove him a Li- 
“ beller! But, perhaps, you think, it will do me 
“ more Hurt than him. However, I'll go on, & 
« infano juvat indulgere labori. Let me tell you 
 thoughtirft, that I did not think your Motto quite 

apropos. For, who ever faid that Pope’s Verfes 
" did not run finoothly ? Befides, I won't allow him, 
“ in the Humour I'am, the Sale multo Urbem de- 
“ friewit. He does not deferve it yet, and never 
* will, in my me es He has not in him the 





© salt and Plaifanterie of Satire. He does not 

“know the fine oily Touch; he faftens like a Ma/- 

“ tiff, he worries you and picks your Bones. ‘Thus 

“ much by way of Preface. I now continue my 
er. 

« Arrer Mr. Pope has very honeft!y told us, that 
 there’s nothing but Play and keeping Holiday at our 
“ §chools, thar both Univerfities are reeling and 
“ difolved in Drink, that abominable Gluttony 
“ reigns at the Feafts of the Clergy, (a!l together 
“ may fairly be faid to take in the whole Body of 
“ Divinity) what comes next? Why, he will tell 

“ you in another Place, moft emphatically, and 
“ with a Look that he puts, when he thinks himfelf 
“ extreme witty, that the Parfons are a Swarm of 
“ ftupid, fenfelefs Blockheads and Ignoramus’s ; that 
the duller they are better, and fitter for the Pur- 
“_pofe and Service of Religion ; 


“© Duluefs is Sacred in a found Divine. 


“ Nowam I greatly tempted to write Aumotations 
and n+ te pn upon this Line of onr Poet: 
. But then [am fure to be called ffupid, verbal Cri- 
«tity and vile Aznotator for it. Yet really when 
« an admired Author has Meanings {o prodigioufly 

deep, and couches more in one Word, than an or- 

dinary Man can in a whole Page; a Commenta- 
«, 10F feems as requifite for him, as for Perfius or 
« Lycopbron. I won't examine every Word at pre- 
fent, but only remark, that the Senfe of Sacred 
« and Sound has been miftaken ; two plain Words, 
. that, in wu/gar Hands, wou'd have been quite im 
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nocent ; but in Pope’s, Phoh! they are Wt, ixto- 
lerable Wit. Wou'd you pleafe the Author? 
laugh till your Sides crack ; lay down the Book, 
repeat, Dulue/s is facred in a found Divine; cry 
out, Ob, the charming Creature! Well, the 
Clergy are really proved in one ffrong Line, tobe 
a Parcel of fenfelefs Brutes ; a Herd of glutronous 
drunken Swine. , e 4 


«ec er “ 3 ek 
Vivite lurvcones, comedones, wivite ventres | 


« WHAT ! all Sots and Brutals toaMan! not one 
better than the Sredleys and Eufdens! I mutt 


~ cauuon the Reader nor to take, as fome well-mean- 


ing Folks have done, the Word Sacred in the re- 
condit2 Senfe of damnable and deteftable as the 
Auriiacra fames in Virgil, and homo facerrimys in 
Plautus, for an. execrable Rogue. or muft you 
think that fond Means rotten , if youdo, Pihah, 
you have no Attic Sale and Elegance in You: a 
Blockhead of an Annotator might mifs; but thofe 
that have Senfe and Spirit, to whom Mr. Pope 
writes, will take things right. 3 
““ AFTER all, People wail tell you, that this Gen- 
tleman is religious, and has the Fear of God before 
hisEyes. He fays of himfelf, that Ae believes, and 


“ fays bis Prayers ; nay, what is more furprizing in 


a Poet, and, as he owns, rare is --- what pray? I 
won’t tell you for nothing. ’Tis impoffible there 
fhou’d be any thing more rare. Yes; he {ays Grace 
at his own Table. | 


“ And, what's more rare, a Poet fhall fay Grace. 
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“* Tuts too in anImitationof Horace. Itwou'’d 
have been fomething more rare fils if Horace had 
told us he ufedtofay Grace. Not one Wordabout 
it, unlefs bee erit can be taken for ,benedicitur. 
I find I muft laugh in my turn. .O reg ridicylam, 
Cato, ¢ jocofam ! 
“ Wuat wou'd not a body give to fee him fay 
Grace ? He bows fo naturally ! I. wou’d. be con- 
tent to goaway Dinzerlefs after fuch a Sight, far 
more delicious than all the Figs in his Pho 
whether frompStandard or Efpalier. (Vid. Lett. 
to Arbuth.| Buthow are weto take him? ,I am 
always afraid of being caught in one of his witty 
poetical Traps. Doeshe really now fay Grace ? or 
is it Grimace? Tis perhaps a Banter upon the 
Cuftom quite left off now by polite People. Tell 
me {ome one, out of the vaft Crowds of ye, that 
have the Happinefs to dine with him, at,Twitten- 
ham? { fhall not believe it till Iam further. af- 
fured. For woud a Man, that applies himfelf 
every Day to God’s difcrete Providence in fo 
ee a Manner, have writ the following 
erfes: 
“ Who fees with equal Eye, as God of all, 
“© 4 Hero perifh, or a Sparrow fall, 
“ Atoms or Syftems into Ruin burl-d, 
“ And now a Bubblebreak, and now 4 World. 
“ To him nohigh, nolow, no great, no, {malf. 


I vow to God, a Bar’s Length beyond. Lucretius 
Here is, 

“ Nec bene promeritis capitur, nec tangitur ira, 
with a Vengeance. 


“ Ufa, adeo res humanas vis abdita quedam 
“ Obterit, G pulchros fafces [seat fecures 
* Proculcare ac ludibrio fibi habere videtur. 


Lucret. lib. §. v2 1232. 
Txs 
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ai TO Haq Whether YOU KNOCK COW 
"Sparrow, or ftab aKing. Whether a Pifmire or 
“ 4 Worldis crufhed to Atoms. An Earthquake is 
“ no more than the Skip of a Flea; and the Reges 
“ Swperbi in Lucretius, need fear no longer, when 
it thunders, , 

< Nequod.ob admiffumfade, ditiumve fuperbe 

“ Penarum grave fit folvendi tempus adactum. 


© And yet we are to¢all upon God, by Mr. Pope’s 
*“ Example, over 4 Pudding. Proh! Divum numina 


« 7 
fantia: - 
t alittle out-of my way. The 


_ © J fee I am got way. 
“ whole tendsto prove, that Mr. Pope isa Libeller. 


« T am ftrangely out in the Nature of my Proofs, if 
< T have Ly it. I hope I fhall, however, be- 
“ fore I finifh. I fanfy I could fhew too, that he 
& is no Satirift ; that he never did write a Satire; 
€ nor ever can. For, furely he will not fay, nor 
€ any body for him, that his Defcription of Sporus 
“ or Sappho, got without Book by many, is Satire. 
“No; ‘tis tragical Railing, "tis diabolical Page. 
“ Yuvenal, in the midft of his Declamation and 
<¢ bluftering againft the moft monftrous Enormi- 
€ ties that can be perpetrated, feems fenfible that he 
“ falls, and that almoft unavoidably, into an 4/pe- 
“ ity of Expreffion no way confiftent with zrve 
“ Satire. He calls a Lady of Quality Sevifima 
< wvipera; but it is for poifowing two of her Own Sons, 
“ that fhe might marry-her Adulterer ; and for de- 
“ claring, that if theré had been four times as many, 
“ fhe wou’d have difpatch’d them a//. A horrid 
“¢ Beaft that got d when fhewas arraign’d, in- 
“ ftead of repenting, cut a Vein, and danced till fhe 
“ fell. This was no Subject for Satire. Such 
“¢ Wretches are to be hanged or burn’d, and there’s 
* an End. 

“ THE Poet therefore begs Pardon of his Reader, 
“for bringing out the fatirical Mufe buskin’d, 

 Fingimus hec, altum Satira fumente Cothurnum 

“ Scilicet, Gy. finem egreffi legemq; priorum 

“ Grande Sophocleo carmen bacchamur hiatu 

© Montibus ignotum Ratulis clog; Latino. 


What a Clamour did Horace raife amongft the 
“ touchy Gentry of Rome, by his 


“ Paftillos Rufillus olet, Gargonius hircum. 


“¢ only for faying, that one Gentleman ftunk of Per- 
“¢ fumes, (as our Powder-monkeys with Tadpoles at 
i their Backs generally do) and that another was 4 
< a little Rank about the Shoulders? Horace for 
© fuch jocular Trifles is forced to defend himfelf, 
“ and tells us, he was called Lividus G» Mordax 
“ on that Account. | 
“ Ego fi rifi, quod ineptus 
“ PasTILLos el eee. GARGONIUS 
“ HIRCUM, 
“ Lividus G Mordax videor tibi. 
Sat! lib. 1, 4. 


"€¢’ SHou’p I be ask’d what] aimat? [mutt anfier, 
“. That ’tis to convince a few fenfible difpaffionate 
“© People, that Mr. Pope’s Defcription of Sporus, in 
“ his celebrated Letter to Arbuthnot isa Libel. For 
& to tell a Gentleman that he isa Lyar, a Blafphe- 
“ mer, a Toad, the Devil bim/felf, what not; can 
“ never I think be called Satire. Take two or 
“ three Verfes, 

“ Or at the Ear of Eve, familiar Toad, 

- Haff Froth, half Venom, {pits himfelf abroad. 

« And then--prefently, Eve’s Tempter thus, &c. 

“ What, Eve again fo foon ? Oxce was enough. 


“ *T'1s made a Crime in this fame Sporws, that 
“ hevifits beautiful Ladies without /yizg with ’em ; 
“ like a well-bred Spaniel mumbling the Game he 
“ dares not bite. WHehas an agreeable Wife of his 
“< own, I fuppofe. Now, onthe contrary, it were 
“ a Crime indeed, anda good Subject for Satire, if 
“ he had meglecfed his own and Jain with other Men’s 
“ Wives. Strange Perverfenefs in our Poet! 

‘© Tr none of Mr. Pope’s ows Poems either have 
“ or deferve the Title of Satires (the Duxciad re- 
“ quires a particular Confideration) what fignifie 
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“© we are even with’em, at our End ofthe Town.—- 
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them, though they are fo very pretty. He oe : 
Pick-PAcK upon Horace, and becaufe his Orig;- 
nal is fuprémely, béuritul, inipired by that he 
charms us and ihews he lias a Tvfe. Bur then 
forfooth, to cry out immediately, BeHoip THE 
DREADED SaTiRisT ! (he calls himfelf {0 jn His 
Epiftle to Arbuth.) isquite ridiculous. So, be. 
caufe Horace, after writing a whole Book of g,. 
tires, and delighting all Mankind, bids us bewey, 
Mr. Pope, without writing zy, does the fame in 
his ‘Tranflation ! 4. 
I was going to take another Text, 
Plenty of them, inorder to demonftrate thas Mr 
Pope is a Libeller. 1 fee it wou'd be too much 
at once for your Paper. My third Letter pha 
be about thofe Lines upon Nodles, in his Epiftle tg 
Lord Bathurft. 
“ Who ftarves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats? 
“ The Wretch that trufts them, and the Rogue thay 

“ cheats. 
Is there a Lord, who knows a chearful No 
“© Without a Fidler, Flatt’rer, or Buftoon? 
“ WhofeTable, Wit or modeft Merit /hare, 
Unelbow’d by a Gamefter, Pimp, or Player? 
And what follows to the End of the Paragraph 
Ifhall not fail to have a Word or two concerning 
this Verfe upon Women. 
“ But every Womanis at Heatt a Rake. 


Ons 


And this, 
“ Every Lady wou'd be Queen for Life. 
Yours, TB. 
To the PROMPTER. 
SIR, Burr-ftreet, St. C-therine’s. 


4 Remember a Story, in one of your Papers, con- 
cerning the Vanity of Frezchmen: But, in faith, 


For, going, with a Knotofjolly Sea-Captains, my 
Countrymen, in the Joy of our Hearts, to"fee 
France CONQUER’D by the Englifb; 1 had the 
Pleafure to obferve with how publick-{pirited an 
Alacrity We, bold Britons, agreed, in the Claps 
that were due to Kizg Harry. 
* Nor wou'd I have you impute this wholly to 
our Regard fora fine new Actor. There was more 
init than That, | aflure you. For, tho’ the 
Dauphin of France perform’d Hs Part, too, with 
aftonifhing Force, and Propriety,—- tho’ his Fire 
and his Gayety, were inexpreflibly ftriking — and 
fome of his ¢titudes {o commandingly Noble, 
and fo /peakingly, painted, that the Hiftory Pieces 
of Italy might have borrow’d, to their Advantage, 
from his Looks, and his Geffure : --- Nay, tho’ the 
Princefs, his Sifter, is a very beautiful Lady ; and, 
what ts {till more, in Love with our King Harry; 
tho’ fhe ats this Part with fuch Spirit, that All rhe 
Audience muft have been in Love with Herfelf, 
if fhe had not been lifted on the wroxg - of 
the Story,---Y et, having the Misfortune, to charm 
under French Colours, All their Courage, their Wit, 
their Vivacity, nay, their fixe Cloaths, and fine 
Tents, into the Bargain, had no. Power to prevail, 
again{t the Hozour and Fame of OLD ENGLAND. 
“ Tuus far, I confefs, they got Ground. --- Com- 
pelling us, (generous Enemies as we are!) to be 
pleas’d, in {pight of our Teeth, we vouchfafed ’em 
a Smile, nowand thei; or,a Wriggle, of Delight, 
with our Shoulders : --- But, as for the CLaps, and 
the Roars, none of Thofe were for Frenchmen: 
No! we beg’d their Pardon, for That! --- Thofe 
were due, to Kinc Harry, and his Brave 
Exglifh Followers. 
“ So, you fee, (Mr. Prompter) we are able to give 
the Moxfieurs as Good as they bring: let em be as 
partial and vain asthey dare ! -~-- Every Man for 
Himfelf, and God for us Ali, is the Language, 
both of Mex, and of Nations ! 

Yours, and my Country's, 
, Joun Bux, Junior. 








N 


. B. Tbe Letter fign'd T. DI «with the Paper inclos’d, 


is thankfully receiv'd. 





Printed for T. Cooper R, at the Globe in Pater-nofter Row : 
taken in. And where the former Numbers may be had 
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